With nothing left intact
Within the wall.

When you have persevered
As did the dawn you cheered
When darkness disappeared,

Give not the strife up
Till by the Passion Play
Of Death for Life's relay.
The old authentic way

You conjure life up!

O trample her in dust

So that you slake your lust!

Pull back her neck and thrust

To kill the tempter.
Your peace how dare she fret
With feet demurely set?
Give her another yet

And don't exempt her!

Take vengeance for the sting
In love's elusive wing.
With beak and talon cling

In full refulgence.
O work for all your worth
To bring your spirit to birth;
For this kind goeth forth

By self-indulgence!
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